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there; and he said he had too much to do here at present, and must assist his son. He asked how long we should stay. Aunt Sue told him six months; and he said that was a very long time, and she probably would never see him again, for he expected to die soon. He said he did not wish to grow old (he is thirty-five); for, said he, pulling his royal beard, which is long, " how would this look all white ?" Susan told him it would look very venerable and handsome; but he shook his head and said, "No, no!" Everybody was astonished, and everybody curious and mystified; for we talked English, and all those around understood only French and Portuguese. After an unusually long interview, his Majesty suddenly bowed and passed on; but I did not once hear his merry laugh afterwards. Everybody looked very regular and proper as soon as his eye rested on them. He went all round, saying a few words to each group of ladies. As he entered the other saloon, our friend Carlos de Souza, one of the Duke's aids, was standing in the door, and he stooped his head and kissed the King's hand. It was the farthest end of the room from me; but after this act of homage he turned and met my eye, and bowed two or three times with an air of great content, and presently came across and talked awhile. He was in full uniform, with golden ropes hanging from his shoulder to his breast, showing that he was on duty to the great Marshal.
So we sat, and sat, I should think, nearly two hours more, not able to go or to rest until the young King